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ladies, preparing for departure, drew on their gloves. Sedate
gentlemen, who had removed top-hats from perspiring
brows, brushed the silk with their sleeves. Within a few
minutes the innings victory would be won or lost.

Despair cured me of nerves. I bowled my fourth ball
without any excitement. Radley fumbled and missed it.
He smiled grimly, twisted his bat round, adjusted the handle,
and resumed his position at the block.

Murmurs of " Well bowled " reached me: and so silent
was the crowd and so still the evening, that I heard a voice
saying to someone; " That was a good ball, wasn't it ?
Absolutely beat him. In a light like this-----"

Now I was trembling, if you like. But it was not nerves.
It was confidence that the supreme moment of my schooldays
was upon me. I picked up the ball, muttering repeatedly
but unconsciously; " 0 God, make me do it" I turned
and faced Radley. As I took my short run, I felt perfectly
certain that I should bowl him. And the next thing I re-
member was seeing my master's leg-bail fall to the ground.

All together, none before and none after the other, every
male in the crowd bellowed forth the accumulated excite-
ment of the day:

" OUT I 'i

H

Not for half an hour that evening did the cheering cease
or the mass of boys begin to disperse. Even then there were
little outbreaks of fresh cheering coming from separate groups*
A line of day-boys, who had linked arms as, homeward bound,
they left the field, droned merrily:

"Now the day is over.

Night is drawing nigh;
\ Shadows of the evening

Steal across the sky."

And among the dissolving cheers from the distance could
occasionally be heard the refrain of

" Hoo-Jtoy, hoo-ltoy, hoo-blooming-JJay /"